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influencing husbands, and it is doubly true about an oracle influencing his
fans. Tell me a man is a Shavian and I will run from him as from a plague.
Charlotte tried it out for a little while but she soon gave it up. You see,
as Charlotte eats the standard diet I generally have to put up with any-
thing that's going, leaving out flesh, fish or fowl. Everything I eat has
been proved by some doctor or other to be a deadly poison and everything
I don't eat has been proved to be indispensable for life. But that's also true
to everything I say and write. But I go marching on."
All at once he looked searchingly at me.
"You haven't a bad face, but you should cut your hair more often.
Appearance is everything. I myself get my chauffeur to take me regularly
to the barber and he does it to my liking; just as I have trained him to do.
As my face is known to the world and part and parcel of my extensive
publicity it is most important that I keep it up to expectation. I almost
think that if my beard and eyebrows and moustache had no face to hold
them together, they would still get away with it. Appearance is every-
thing. That is why 1 have to live in Whitehall Court, have a Rolls Royce
driven by a chauffeur and a uniformed maid to open the door. We have
a splendid view from Whitehall Court flat, spoilt only by the Houses
of Parliament which I have visited only once in my life and that in my
capacity as an art critic to examine some fading murals. They say
appearances are deceptive but deception is half the battle for a sincere
man who does not want to be beaten into impotency. Sidney Webb was
the only man I know who was always against facade; it was he who declared
that Ramsay MacDonald was all facade and nothing behind it."
He sat down without a word. His face was white and drawn. We
guessed that he needed quiet and therefore brought out books on art
which he examined with the greatest of care. He knew few of the modern
names, showed an antipathy to abstract work and confused Picasso with
Pissarro.
"Old Canaille Pissarro was an excellent artist but (turning to Picasso's
work) what a son!"
He was obviously thinking of Pablo and not Lucien and blamed the
latter for indulging in abstract pattern to deceive an ignorant public. He
visualized Lucien Pissarro as a young, irresponsible, irrepressible fellow
with a great but indulgent father. I showed him a photograph of Lucien
with long grey beard. G.B.S. smiled and said:
"That's where men have the advantage. They can always grow a